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Ramemane var Gia ec ' a) 20sfs Pel rey Ve ae eu Rieti ewig de eR AM | oe ELUENT filets eda zeme 


God is everywhere. His word is justice. His might, protection, therefore praise Him forever. When 
* troubled, He can advise and show the right, therefore rest in His palm. | 


APO SeIPNIE 1.0) 0 1 EE Syke Ve da gti eC Ee URI AN Unt Ge Ry Nt lie oa Ue ties eae 


Deep in thine eyes I’m gazing, to read thy soul I try. 
What is the potent magic that in thy voice doth lie? 

So many words are spoken that do not reach the mind. 
They sound but are forgotten and leave no trace behind. 
But when thy voice through distance its way tome has 
found, ’tis joy to me to listen; | ne’er forget the 

sound. | hear its tone with rapture; | tremble and 

rejoice. There is a tie uniting my heart and thy dear 

voice. 


Der anme Fever, Opus S33 Nos) a Vaile ee alee es ty ce le AMG RD oy gh Nt tes eae alae 
(sung without pause) 


Der Hans und die Grete tanzen herum: Hans and Gretel in bridal array are dancing in jubilant 
happiness. Poor Peter, pale and disheveled, in work-day clothes stands, silently watching them. 


In meiner Brust da sitzt ein Weh: The pain in my heart would tear my breast asunder. Whate’er 
| do, where’er | go, it drives me ever on. To mountain’s lonely heights | climb, there to weep 
unseen. 


Der arme Peter wankt vorbei: Poor Peter staggers slowly by, shy and ghostly pale. Men stare and 
maidens whisper as he passes. ‘‘He must have risen from the grave!” Ah, no fair maids, into the 
grave he soon descends for there alone can he find peace; since his love is lost to him for aye. 


Der Genwen moschined! (1A) Srl VEN MMOS beige SAE RTA a OE didi EN al Titi A Bg lg alee 


Beautifull shepherdess, sing again your call into the valley, 

That its gay sound echo against the mountains. 

Listen, oh shepherdess, how your song penetrates the bosom of 
the mountains 

How the mountains echo again your beautiful message. 

But as everything of you will leave with your song either 

induced by love or sense of death, 

And the gray top of the mountains will be again solitary and 
look ever sadly remembering your songs. 








Ber Nussbaum |!) 2) (605 6.5/6 Ge lol Uinethe Sek SM eal Ur ee ae ak eel or rT aD 


The soft rustling of the nut tree whispers of a bridegroom and of the coming year. The maiden, 
listening, falls smilingly asleep. 


BenLenny a! hi 1G 4\'b doth oul oe ead eas hetely. (ope i ae ke vu atau h bataey et heal) lool ohe col deve la SL AID an Opes nee pan? 


The hour is late, the night so cold, 

Why rid’st thou lonely through the wold? 
The wood is wide, and thou so lone, 
Come, lovely bride, I’d lead thee home! 


Faithless is man, his word foresworn, 

With pain and woe my heart is torn. 

Hark how the horn sounds far and near. 

Oh fly, oh fly! Thou know’st not who is here! 


So richly deck’d, thy steed and thou, 

So wondrous fair, so wondrous young thy form, 
thy brow. 

| know thee now, God stand me by! 

Thou art that witch, the Lorelei! 


Thou know’st me well. Yon tow’rs of mine 
Look down in silence on the Rhine. 

The hour is late, the night is cold, 

Thou’lt never leave this dreary wold, 
Nevermore, never shalt thou leave this wold! 


PUTIROCUVECE ROEM) kal OLA dhe) ol Lee A i Me ee ge Te Te a ee 1 CLT 


The dark clouds were hanging down heavy, 
so filled with menace 
Both of us went sadly up and down in the garden. 


The night was without stars, 
so dark, so hot and mute. 
Only made for tears like our love. 


And when | had to leave and said goodnight 
to you, 
My heart wished for both of us — death. 


MOMUne sh a NAG Ube AU Renae DENT a ble A Penne ore (nc, Ve WN eR a eli E coi: 


Thou art my soul, the heart of me, 
Thou all my joy and grief shalt be; 

Thou art my world, my life restoring, 
My heav’n art thou, wherein I’m soaring, 
Thou art the grave where buried be 

The grief, the cares that burden me! 


Thou to my heart great rest hast given; 
Thou art for me a gift from heaven; 
"Tis but thy love alone | prize; 

All life for me is in thine eyes; 

Oh! let them shine upon me now, 

My better self, my angel thou! 


ede. Don Ouicnette a. Duloinéa. ink) wenn lee re Pua een an a Seo tT fel 1h. 5) 1h eee 


Chanson romanesque 


If ever for rest you are yearning, 

Ill hush the, winds and seas, my love, 

| will say to the sun above: 

“Cease in your flight, stay in your turning!” 
If ever for morning you sigh, 

The stars will | hide and their wonder, 

The splendour of heaven tear asunder, 

And banish the night from the sky . . . 

But if ever | hear you cry: 

“Give me your life, prove how you love me,” 
Darkness will fall, shadows above me, 
Blessing you still, then | shall die! 

O Dulcinée! 


Chanson épique 


Unto my soul her presence lending, 

Saint Michael come! her champion let me be, 
With knightly grace her fame defending, 
Saint Michael, come! to earth descending, 
With good Saint George before the shrine 

Of the Madonna with face divine. 

May the light of heaven be lying, 

Give to my spirit purity, 

And lend my heart sweet piety 

And lift my soul in ecstacy undying! 

(O good Saint George and Saint Michael, hear me) 
An angel watches ever near me, 

My own beloved, like, so like to you, 
Madonna, maid divine! Amen. 


Chanson a boire 


Lady adored! Wherefore this sorrow? 

| live in your glance divine, 

Say not that love, love and good wine 
Brings to us mortals grief tomorrow. 
Drink then! Drink to joy! 

For good wines make you laugh like a merry boy! .... 
Who wants a maid (not I, I’m thinking) 
A maid who mopes all day long, 

Silent and pale, never a song, 

Frowning to see her lover drinking! 
Drink then, drink to joy .... 


INTERMISSION 











Preemie yy ott aula taille aha balla) elie leeou iy alle tape SIMMS CCE ee NU Ve Le eae 


Beaux at serenading vying, 

With fair ladies are a-straying, 

Them, pointless compliments, paying, 
’Neath branches breeze-stirr’d sighing. 
Thyrsis strolls with his Aminta, 

There is that tiresome Clitander, 

With them see Damis wander, 

Whose lovelays charm hearts cold as winter. 


Short silken doublets they show, 

Long dresses too, with trains trailing, 

And grace and joy unfailing, 

While with them their vague shadows go, 
Whirl’d and twirl’d in glamour’d twinkling, 
In the silver, rose-flush’d moonlight, 

As borne on the breeze of night 

Comes mocking the mandolin’s twinkling. 


CONE LTLLND. fy Fou (he 0 eS L NAIA 37 Ud [eat st dt Nad Gat\) WIN ote Masui apbinehe aoe Lat Mate 1141 TP) Url a bis SH PR DNRLY ae Baa ae 


When at the set of sun all the streamlets are glowing 

And a tremulous breeze drifts o’er the fields of grain, 
Breathes a word to be glad from everything outflowing, 
And doth rise to the heart in pain. 

"Tis a counsel to taste life’s sweets, its joys 

be knowing while we still have our youth, our skies 
untouched with gloom. 

For we must wend our way, as this stream onward flowing, 
It on to the sea — we to the tomb. 


memes SCTVCITFICIICAN) [a bye!) l/aives Hid AL VGN) written Cee ob tLeL deen vale Reb Bred ABIATA) Rhdele Mf Rach Gk a Rep ees 


In the old park, deserted and frozen, 
two forms just now passed by. 


Their eyes are dead and their lips-are flabby, 
and one can hardly hear their words. 


In the old park, deserted and frozen, 
two ghosts were recalling their past. 


“Do you remember our old ecstasy ?”’ 
“But why do you want me to remember it?” 


“Does your heart still beat at the very mention of my name? 
Do you always see my spirit in your dreams?” ‘‘No.”’ 


“Ah! the beautiful days of unutterable happiness 
when our lips met!” “‘It is possible.” 


“How blue the sky was, and how great our hope!”’ 
“Hope has flown, vanquished, to the black sky.” 


So they walked on through the wild oats, 
and only the night heard their words. 


Shee al cates ar eee Pe te ere ee CC a ig ae av te ore oe Tee hog 4 fur De befssy 


With fruit and flowers | come, with branches foliage-laden, 
And bring, beside, my heart that for you beats alone; 

Ah, do not rend it then, with your white fingers, maiden 
Nor let your lovely eyes my small present disown. 


| come to you my features traces still disclosing 

Of the dewdrops the dawn wind has cooled on my brow, 
Ah, let me, worn and weary, at your dear feet reposing 
Dream thro’ sweet moments, soothing my fatigue now. 


My head upon your breast in fond quiescence lying, 
Still heavy with the memory of your last kiss | knew; 
There let love’s happy tempest, in sweet solace dying, 
Subside in sleep awhile, now that you slumber too. 


PEA Sen ete Mak P EA h ARLE Medinet fot UA) eo reba dG ere Bat CHa eiecar SU as eile!) a!) 1 Pomona 


My room is like a cage. 

The sun reaches its arm through the window; 
But |, who wish to smoke to make mirages, 
light my cigarette with the fire of the day. 

| do not want to work. 

| want to smoke. 


Aine GhSINOTIETIOS UCR PL Oe ULL nuh by fader AL OSD ale hs Bot hota Ue ts (Pou haem 


Queen of the sea-gulls, my orphan, | love your 
rosy view; 

You left my hands, under the soft mists, veils 
of our bonds. 

Blush, blush from my kiss, you divine sea-gull, 
you queen, my orphan; 

You, rose, | remember. 


Meimorthareii Tee ei edie or (ae AUN OLR on a Ue | hea OCU TS Ve 0 0 eA eae 


Beautiful, naughty, deceitful, unjust, 

more changeable than the April wind, 

you cry for joy, laugh in anger. 

You love me when | do wrong, 

you laugh at me when | am good. 

You hardly thanked me when | gave you the beautiful 
necklace, 

but you blushed with pleasure 

like a little girl 

the day | gave you this handkerchief 

which you pressed to your painted mouth. 

And, before you had quickly removed it, 

| could see that your mouth, only painted 

red, was natural, simple and pure, 

the very portrait of your heart. 











Poulenc 
Jacques Villon: (Le Travail du peintre) (Seven Melodies on the Poems of Paul Eluard) Life to cherish 
always in spite of plague, crimes, lies. The bird, man, love pacify the earth, brighten the woods, 
illuminate the rosy night. 


COUDICCS DACHiCesi hoy ik) Aa el NE eet Rad Bt US el” Sat el OT Wee ae Been 


| am rough and ready all day, 
grave and frolicsome by turns. 
When I see a bottle without wine, 
| am grave; if it is full, | am jolly. 
| am rough and ready all day, 
grave and frolicsome by turns. 
When | am with my wife 

| am sober all the time. 

If the pretty girls take me on, 

| am jolly and gay. 

Ah! lovely waitress, pour me some wine. 
Let me make merry — Tra, la, la! 


SRO ser oy Soteshe Sh VER OAT eee Ng Pe eh Pee mast TG RUPE Pers OOP, Fae bee Ru iiey Cue Nhe 


An old woman is worth twenty-five centimes. 

A young one is worth two quarters. 

And |, as | am poor, must be content with less — 
But the dance goes on. 

Be careful not to tease me for | might blush! 


EMPICISIVA (3 | (/tywon cal? Wem PLS Tle Ci ei bah) irae ye Sve Seek as) ao Hew AAT RA IEP eee a a)” RA ONT Os 


The torments of love are the greatest of all suffering, for one weeps with a song on the lips and the 
eyes dry of tears. Give me that dagger and say that | killed myself; and in the crimson flow of my 
blood thou wilt see how well | loved thee. 


MCA PTO MAS SUE ur Lieut, 2] ite Won bole agi he ir AD Ug sa) MME) Laake he yea 


The silken hair you have in your braids — | would make of it a chain to bind you to me. | would 
like to be the fountain in your home, little one, so your lips would kiss mine when you drink from 
it. Ah! | 


MeeaT OCU CUITO CUNO! 2.3 po is War ERY Atel de sol adi n dhl ha cok eared eh EO PO brates 


Ah, the tiny little bride, the tiny little groom, the tiny little parlor and the tiny little room. That is 
why the resting place must be very, very small as well as the mosquito netting. 
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Next Thursday Evening Series: March 20, 1975 
Composers String Quartet — performing all three of Elliott Carter’s Quartets 


Next Event: Friday, February 14, 1975 at 8 p.m. 
A Celebration of Trumpets — Stephen Chenette, trumpet assisted by friends and students. 





